My son Mousa 
The name of the prisoner is Mousa Bassam Mousa Eriqat.  The date of birth is 21st November 1987.  The date of arrest was 9th March 2004. The number of family members is six: father and mother, brother and two sisters.

The night of Mousa's arrest was a very hard night, and whatever I say or describe can't ever express or describe the suffering or the torture which I had, me and the rest of my family, on that sad night, which I will never forget and which will never go out of my mind for one minute.
It started at one o'clock in the morning on the day of the 9th March. That night was a very cold and rainy night. Mousa's father was on his night shift in the Arab Bank which started at 9.30 in the evening. Me and my children were in our house, and that night, Mousa's grandfather and grandmother who live beside us were not in: they were on a visit to their daughter in Jericho, which means that it was a very terrible night for me and my children on our own.

I started to hear voices and shouting on the street. And when I looked out of my window to the outside door. I saw more than 30 soldiers. I was very scared and frightened, and I felt the terror in my heart. I didn't know what to do – to call his father at his work or to wake up Mousa and say that the Israeli army was at our door. By that time, the soldiers tried to open the outside door quietly but they did not manage to. So they started to knock on the door, and I was convincing myself that I wasn't hearing anything and they did not want us. But they did not stop and they did not go away. Instead, some of them went to the second door, so I thought maybe they had left and they had lost hope of anyone opening the door for them. 
I did not open for them for many reasons. One, because I thought they were coming to get Mousa. And secondly because there was no man in the house and I had my daughters alone and I was afraid of the soldiers, because I always hear that when the Israeli soldiers come to arrest anybody, they try to molest the girls in the house. I didn't know what to do, so I took my telephone and called Mousa's uncle who lives near us and asked him to come to open the door for the soldiers and to be nearby me and my children, specially for the girls, but the soldiers were faster than him; they destroyed the door and they entered and they refused to allow Mousa's uncle to enter.
While I was talking to Mousa's uncle, my daughter woke up and said "Why are you talking on the telephone at one o'clock in the morning?" She thought that Mousa might be out of the house and I was trying to reach him, so I told her that the Israeli army was at our door and they were here to arrest Mousa and she started to cry in a loud voice, and her brothers Maram and Mohammed woke up and they started to cry with her. They asked me what to do, and they said I shouldn't open the door. 
I couldn't think what the best thing to do was, because I was very afraid. If I woke Mousa up, he would try to escape from the kitchen door, and they would shoot him, just as they had done with other young men when they tried to escape, so I told myself "Let him sleep, maybe they don't want to take him." At that time Mousa was asleep; he did not know anything, and they started to knock on my own door. I said "Who is it?" pretending that I did not know anything and I had not heard them before.
A loud voice came from outside saying "We are the Israeli army, open the door.”  That was a very hard moment. So I said "Wait a minute," and I opened the door.
One of them asked me "Where is the owner of this house?"  I told him that he was at his work. He asked "Then who are you?" I said "Who do you think I am? I am the owner of this house." So he asked, "Where are your children?" I said, "Here they are, they are around me." Then he asked "Where is Mousa?" and went direct to Mousa's room - as if he had been to this house a hundred times before – together with his soldiers.

I followed them and I asked him, "Let me wake him up because he is sleeping now" – but he refused and he went direct to Mousa's bed, took off the cover from his head and shook his head in a violent way, saying "We are the Israeli army, wake up.” Mousa was deeply asleep and did not wake up. He turned himself to the other side and covered his head, so at that moment they attacked him like monsters. They started to shake him; one of them held Mousa’s neck and shouted at him “Wake up and give us your ID.” All this while Mousa was still asleep. He was not awake yet.
I entered the room to give Mousa some warm clothes because it was a very cold night, but they refused to allow me, and the officer told me “Go out, Mousa is not young, he can put his own clothes on.” They did not let him wear heavy clothes or anything warm.  Mousa’s sister asked the officer to be patient and let Mousa put on his clothes but he shouted at her and he closed the door of the room. They searched the room and did not leave anything without moving it and searching. We don’t know exactly what they were looking for. 

After they finished searching, they took Mousa and they wanted to go. At that point Mousa asked the officer to allow him to say goodbye to his mother and his sisters but they refused, and the officer told him to shut up and not to say any word, and they tied his hands behind his back, and put a band across his eyes. That was a very difficult moment for me, when they took him I felt that my heart was going out of my chest. I wished I could die. It would have been better than seeing them take him from my house.

But directly I realized that I must be strong and I must cheer up my son, so I told him  “God will be with you, my love, and you are a man, don’t be afraid, you did not do anything wrong, God will support you together with all the youths.” 

I was very sad. I felt guilty that I did not wake him up before they entered the house, but that was because I was afraid and his father was not in the house at that time, and he did not see that moment.
After they went out and I returned back, with my children, to the house, it was very hard. I entered Mousa’s room and I sat on his bed. It was empty and his clothes were on the bed. I hugged his brothers and his sisters and altogether we cried until the morning.

When his father returned back from work, while he was crying, he asked me “What can we do? He is just like like others inside jail. Don’t worry about him. Mousa is a man and he can handle this although he is still 17 years old.”

The night that they took Mousa, they did not take anybody else with him, and nobody in Abu Dis knew that they arrested him, because the weather was very bad and people stayed in their houses. Even the Palestinian DCO did not know that there was any arrest that night. Mousa’s father went to their office and he told them about it. 

Four days passed from Thursday till Sunday, and we did not know anything about him till a lawyer from Bethlehem called us and told us he was in Aseyoun and he was under investigation.

The night when they arrested Mousa they took him to the military camp in Abu Dis. That night was very cold and it was raining. They took off his clothes, leaving him in his underwear, and they tied him with to piece of wood which is near the camp till the morning. He told me that after I went to visit him. He said that they kept me tied to that wood till the morning, and they beat me. He said that he saw the people who work in the Palestinian communications company near the military camp when they came to work in the morning, but they could not see him because he was at the top of the hill.

On Thursday morning, they took him to Maale Adumim  and he spent Friday and Saturday there and there they used all the kinds of torture, physical and psychological, and they also put a dog in the room and he couldn’t move because his hands and legs were tied. On Sunday, in the night, they took him from Maale Adumim to Bethany and to Abu Dis, and when they came near to his house, they stopped the jeep and they took the band off his eyes and the officer said “Where are we now, Mousa?” Mousa said “I am near my house,” and the officer said “You won’t be seeing this place again in the near future.”

After that they took him to Aseyoun jail and he spent two weeks. As for us, we did not know what happened to him or why they had taken him.
The lawyer after that told us that there would be a trial for him in Ofra court. We went there, me and his father, dying to see him, and when we entered the court, after we spent a long time waiting (of course), we found Mousa sitting down inside a cage, and we did not even recognise him. There were some marks on his face from some hits and his clothes were cut, and these were not even the clothes that he left the house with. He looked at us and he moved his head towards the ground because he didn’t want us to see the effects of the torture on his face.

His eye was very dark and there were the shapes of fingers on his face. There were tears in his eyes, but not because he was scared – because he felt guilty when he saw his father crying. His father told me that “This is not the son I used to know in the house. His hair used to be done carefully with gel and he had clean clothes.” His father nearly fell down – I held his hand and I asked him to be strong, at least in front of his son: “If anything happens to you, you will return back to the house and there will be many people who will cheer you up, but as for Mousa, he will be alone.” 
So I begged him to be strong, and I also looked at Mousa because that court was full of soldiers and we were not allowed to talk to him. I also called to Mousa, “Raise your head and look at me. You are a man and a man does not cry. You did not do anything wrong. Be a hero.” So the guards were looking at me – they were surprised when I said this, cheering my son up while from my inside I couldn’t handle it, I felt I would start to cry. I decided I would never go out of that court without my son.

When we went out of the court, Mousa’s father told me “You are better than me. Without you I will fall down and I can’t handle that without you.” 
The next trial came after a week, and Mousa was better than the first time. He was strong. He spent 27 days in Aseyoun after the second trial. 
The first visit was on the first of May, after two months. But there was no permit from the Red Cross and the Israelis moved Mousa to Ofra prison so I went to the Palestinian DCO and they managed to get a permit for me and his little brothers. But they did not allow his father or his young sister to go. They did not give them permits.
Our visits used to be through the Red Cross and we had to go to Bethlehem to the Red Cross there. The buses used to come near the cigarette company in Abu Dis and the people used to come at 7 o’clock and the buses moved at 7.30, reaching Ofra at 9. And there we started a very humiliating procedure – searching, shouting, as if we were not human beings. And Mousa spent 11 months in Ofra Prison, and his trial was delayed time after time – so far nearly 20 times (*).

After that, on the 13th January 2005, they sent him to Nafha prison which is in the Negev desert, and from there we started a very bad and heavy period. We had to leave at 3.30 in the morning from Abu Dis to Bethlehem, and after that to Karkumiya checkpoint (which is in Hebron) and we reached the prison at one o’clock. In that prison there is no place to sit down, and they did not allow us to bring anything for them like food or clothes or anything else. And the visit there is through a loudspeaker. There was glass between us and him. We couldn’t hear him without a loudspeaker. Altogether there was just one speaker. The visit is just 45 minutes, but it depends on them. Sometimes it is just half an hour. Many times we arrived at the prison and we didn’t manage to see our children. But usually after we finished our visit, they did not allow us to leave the prison till 9 at night – so we arrived at home at 1 pm in the morning.
As for the road to that prison, it is very scary. It is a desert. There are no people, no trees, nothing. And Mousa spent nine months there before they moved him to Bir alSaba jail, where I visited him just one time on the 11th September 2006.  And now we are on 12th October and I have not visited him again because there are no permits because of the Israeli festivals.  And when the next visit comes, it will be on our Eid al-Fitr – and I am looking forward to that visit together with his brothers, because they have not seen him for a long time.
About the food in Nafha prison. It was very bad and as Mousa told me, if this food was given to dogs, they would refuse to eat it. For us, we send Mousa each month 500 shekels for the canteen, via the post office, because we have been told that the prisoners whose family does not send money will not get food. Everything is expensive inside jail, even the cigarettes. If you want to buy a box with 10 packets of LM cigarettes it costs 147 shekels. From outside we can have it for 97 shekels. He usually complains that the 500 shekels is not enough for him, but he says that there are many people who can’t even pay 500 shekels for their children inside jail.

About Mousa’s case. They charged him with being a member of Fatah, which is seen as being an illegal organization since Oslo, and they accuse him of throwing molotovs and stones and writing on the wall against the Occupation and joining demonstrations.

And for his trials, I joined more than ten trials, and they were very hard for the mothers and the fathers to see their sons sitting in front of them. There is nothing that separates them from each other except he is inside a cage and they can’t talk to him or kiss him or even touch him. 

For me, once I asked the lawyer to allow me just to hug my son and to kiss him.  The lawyer told me “I can’t do anything – You can ask the judge.” So I stood up and politely asked her (the judge) to allow me just to kiss my son. The guards took Mousa outside and they refused, and they put cuffs on his hands, although his legs were tied with steel already, and they took him outside the court.

Mousa’s father and his sister  - because his sister who is 20 years old is not allowed to visit him – went to the rest of the court hearings for Mousa.  The excuse the Israelis gave for not giving her a permit is they are not sure there is a relationship between her and her brother.  After a year and a half, they managed to make a permit for her to visit him one time in Nafha. And when she saw him through the glass, she started to cry, and she was very afraid of the way the guards in the prison treated her, searched her – so she refused to go and visit him again.

The last trial for Mousa was on the 8th October, and there was supposed to be, as the lawyer told me, a trial for him at this time. But the judge refused to give him less than three years and a half although his friends, who had cases like his, all went early to the trial and they had their time inside jail and they went out.

All Mousa needs is to know how long he will stay inside jail, because he is suffering now, specially when they move him into court. When he was in Nafha, they used to bring him first to al Sabaa prison, after that to Orfa and to return back. It took him 3 days each time.

About my personal experience of this, I wish that no mother would pass though this kind of experience. But for my own experience with Israeli jails, I have a very long experience. Mousa was born in 1987, the beginning of the first intifada. Mousa’s uncle was inside jail in that period. All that period, I used to visit my brother inside jail and I think I visited all the Israeli jails and also Mousa used to visit his uncle with me, and sometimes the guards used to allow him to enter and have photos with his uncle inside.

And the days passed and Mousa met his uncle inside jail last Ramadan in Orfa jail.

Mousa’s uncle was sent to jail in 1987 for 2 years and a half and the second time for 4 years and a half and the last time, when Mousa met him, he was inside jail for 3 months.

As for Mousa, his sufferings continue. He has not had have his trial yet. He does not know what will happen. And we all wish for this nightmare to end.

And forgive me if I did not express myself in a clear way. Sometimes I write in amiye (colloquial Arabic) and sometimes I write in fusha (standard Arabic), but this is what I can do.  Through this misery - and I am writing now while the tears come out of my eyes - and I remember that Eid is coming and Mousa is not here, and this is the second Eid and the second Ramadan.

Also here I will not forget all the good people who stand with us and they did not forget Mousa at the Eid and Ramadan and all the occasions. This is not just my own misery. There are many Palestinian mothers living through misery like this, and I ask God that by next Ramadan their sons will all be outside the jail.
** In explanation. Even the Israelis know that the torture that they do before a trial is not acceptable, and they have to get to the point when a prisoner admits he is guilty. This is done through a negotiation between the judge and the defence lawyers.   Lawyers negotiate the point at which they will tell their clients to say they are guilty – Mousa’s lawyer did not accept that M should do 3 and a half years so he has to wait for a trial at which they can agree. Meanwhile he stays inside prison.
